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FEBRUARY. 


“ Odours of spring, my sense ye charm 
With fragrance premature, 

And mid these days of dark alarm, 

A Imost to hope allure. 

Methinks with purpose soft ye come 
To tell of brighter hours, 

Of May’s blue skies’ abundant bloom, 

Her sunny gales and showers.” 

Mrs. Tighe. 

The blossoms are sometimes white.— It takes its 
name in allusion to the beautiful nymph Daphne, 
the daughter of the river Peneus, who is repre- 
sented in the mythology to have been changed 
into a laurel whilst being pursued by Apollo, who 
became enamoured of her. 

Another species, the Wood or Spurge Laurel, 
Daphne Laureola , is frequently found in woods, 
growing from one to three feet high, with very 
few branches ; the leaves are nearly all terminal, 
and therefore bearing some resemblance to the 
Palm: the flowers are drooping, yellowish green, 
and funnel-shaped, having a four-cleft limb, and 
are succeeded by bluish black berries. The leaves 
are glossy— spear-shaped, and the shrub is ever- 
green. 

List of Flowers to be met with occasionally 
during the month :-Red Dead Nettle (Lammm 
perpureum) ; Common Groundsel (Senecio vul- 
garis) ; Strawberry-leaved Cinquefoil ( Polentilla 
Fragariastrum) ; and Common Ground Ivy 
(Gieckoma hederaceus.) 


SPRING, 


“Fresh Spring, the herald of Love’s mighty king, 

In whose coat armour richly are displayed 
All sorts of flowers the which on earth do spring 
In goodly colours gloriously arrayed.” 

The winter is gone and over, the snow and sleet 
have faded from the hills, the hoar frost has drop- 
ped from the trees, and at the smile of Spring the 
vallies become green. Darwin, whose poetical 
reputation was as bright as the plants and flowers 
which formed the subject of his verse, in his invo- 
cation to the goddess of Botany, writes: — 

“ Winds of the north ! restrain your icy gales, 

Nor chill the bosom of these happy vales ! 

Hence in dark heaps, ye gathering clouds, revolve ! 
Disperse, ye lightnings, and ye mists dissolve ! 

Hither emerging from yon orient skies, 

Botanic goddess, bend thy radiant eyes ; 

O’er these soft scenes assume thy gentle reign, 
Pomona, Ceres, Flora in thy train. 

O’er the still dawn thy placid smile effuse. 

And with thy silver sandals print the dews. 

In noon’s bright blaze thy vermeil vest unfold. 

And wave thy emerald banner starred with gold. 


